GATEWAY   TO   GREATNESS
I have in mind, when thinking of the folk of Portugal, a late
autumn excursion which began in a crowded eating-house in the
thickly populated and noisy lower quarter of Lisbon. It led by
ferry across the river to Cacilhas and then to Trafaria, a fishing
village at the mouth of the Tagus, which the dictator, the Marquess
of Pombal, wantonly fired in the small hours of the morning of
January 24, 1777. Trafaria was then, as now, a colony of fisher-
folk. They were surprised in their sleep and their homes were
destroyed. But Trafaria proved uninteresting, and the party of
sight-seers, myself among them, moved on along a road to the
crest of a hill from which Atlantic rollers could be seen breaking
well out to sea and from there to the great sand-stretch that runs
south from Caparica. On the broad white-yellow beach were
a number of crescent-shaped boats which the fishermen of Caparica
use to catch sardines. They were white and blue and rose, their
stems curved upwards like the river barges, and on their bows
were painted big eyes. Close upon a hundred fishermen were
on the beach hauling in foot by foot that day's catch. Finely-built
men of Phoenician stock whose faces, necks and arms were burnt
a coppery black. The wind was sharp and from the sea, and blew
spray hundreds of yards inland.
My friends and I moved on and walked southwards along a
track of firm damp sand, passing the grave of an unnamed fisherman,
watching isolated men catching fish by the use of a single line and
noting, incidentally, the mile upon mile of rugged and unbroken
line of cliff which is the Atlantic frontier of Outra Banda or southern
Estremadura. The sea was rough and looked grey and uninviting.
Some three miles or thereabouts had been covered when dark clouds
began to pile up over the edge of the cliff and then the rain began,
torrential rain which soaks through to the skin in a matter of minutes.
The party broke into a run and began to look for shelter among the
dunes when the storm passed over as suddenly as it had started
and a rainbow appeared which seemed to have one end buried in
the cliff-face. Ahead of them they saw, jutting out in front of
rocks, the great painted eyes of two more of the coloured sardine
boats they had seen on die beach at Caparica. They made for
them and came suddenly upon a tiny community of some twenty
buts of wood and mud and reeds set in a small clearing at the foot
of the diffs. They were greeted first by one man and then by
odiers and then by women and children and dogs. The men wore
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